
they are flaring, the Vrince AndVoynts 

Prin. Your money- Yet Upon them, they alk runaway, ‘and^l. 

Voyn. Villains- after allow or two runnes'Away fw * 

{__ie living the booty behind? them. ■ *' 

Vri. Got with much cafe.Now merrily tohorfe,the theeves 
arefeattcred,and poflfeft with fear fbftrongly, that they dare- 
not meet each other, each take his fellow for an ofocer / awav 
good Ned,\ : alftaffe (wears to death, and lards the lean earth as 
he walks along .- wert not for laughing, I ihould pitry' him 

V°y. How the rogue roar'd ’ ~ Exeunt. 

- Enter hotjpvr f ?lus y reading*# letter 
But for mine own part, my Lord, I could be wellcontentedto&e 
t here, in rejpeEl of, the love I boar your houfe. 

He could be contented, why is henotthen? in refpeft of the 
love he bears our houfe.- he fhews in this, he loves his own 
barn better then he 1 oves our houfe Let me fee dome more. 

The purpofeyou undertake is dangerous. 

Why that’s certain, tis dangerous to take a cold, to fleep to 
drinlc ; but I tell you ( my lord fool; out of thisnettle danger 
we piuckr this flower (afety. 

The purpofe you undertaken dangerous, the friends, you named 
uncertain, the time it felf, ttnf orted, and your whole plot too lioht, 
for the-coupterpoife-of fo great an oppofition. j y 1 

Say you today you fo?I fay unto you again, you are a ihallow 
cowardly hinde,andyou he: whata lack-brain is this? by the 
Lord our plot is a good plot as ever was laid, our friend true 
and conftantra good plot, good friends, and fullofexpeftation, 
an excellent plot, very good friends; whata frofty-fpirited’ 
rogue is this?why my L.of Torke commends the plot, and the 
generall courfe of the aftion. Zounds and I wefe now by this 
rafcald could brain him with his ladies farme.Is there not my 
father, my unkle, and my felf L. Edmond Lbfortimer , my L. of 
Torke, and Owen Glendowertls there not Betides the fiJwgias? 
have I not all their letters to meet me in arms by the ninth of 
tne next morieth? andarc.theynotfome of them fet forward • 
already?What a pagan raicallis this and Infidel ?Ha,y on (hall 
•feenbw in veryfincerityof fear and cold heart, will he to the 

King* 


Hetyy yffipwttto* 

How now Kate, l muft leave you within thistwohoures- 
H Lady. O my good Lord, why arc you thusalonc - 
for what offence have I this fortnight boenc 

Thy ftomacke,plcafurcvand tHy golden flccpe ? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes unto the earth. 

And ftartfo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft the frefh blood in thy cheekef * 

And given my treafiircs and my rights of the®, 

Tothicke-ey d muting, and emit melancholy ? 

In my faint (lumbers, I by thee watcht, 

And heard thee murmure tales ofyron warres, 

Speake tearmes pfmannage to thy bounding Steed* 

Cry courage to the field : And thou haft talkt - 

Of dailies, andretircs, trenches, and tents, ; 

Of Pallizadoes, frontiers, parapets, 

Of bafilisks, of cannon, culverin, _ • - 

Of prifoners ranfome,and of fouldiers flairie , 

And all the current of a headdy fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath beene fo at warre. 

And thus hath fo befturd thee in thy fleepc , 

That beds offweat have flood upon thy brow, . 

Like bubbles in a late dillurbedftreame. 

And in thy face ftrange motions have appear’d, 

Such as we fee when men teftraine their hreatn. 

On feme great fitdden haftc. O what portentsare thefe ? 
Some heavy bufineffe hath my Lord in-hand. 

And I muft know it, elfehc loves me not. 

Hot. Yd hat ho,is Gilliams with the Packet gone 1 ? 

Ser. He is my Lord, an houre agoe. ;* \*'V* 

Hot. Hath Butler brought thole horfes from the Sheriffcs ? 
•fo'.One Horfe,my Lord, he brought even now. 

Hot . What Horfe ! a Roane, a crop-eare, is‘it not ? 

D Sn. 







